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Waltz for Nana and AFO 


by Crow 


“Tell me before | ride off in the sunset 
There’s one thing | never got clear 
How can you claim you’re our saviour? 


When those who oppose you are stepped on, or cut up, or 
simply disappear.” 


The battlefield is a cacophony of chaos, a juxtaposition of 
darkness and slight where all else but the violent clash of 
beings akin to gods get swallowed up in the relentless pace 
where the tiniest slip means death. It’s an inevitability come to 
life, the battle that had looming over Nana’s shoulder for years 
and years. It was the heavy meantly of succession that she had 
embraced when taking One for All, the knowledge that she like 
those before her would need to come against this monster and 
crash against his like waves across stone. It was the hope that 
her stubborn determination and unmoving resolve to protect 
her successor, to save him from All for One until he too grew 
powerful enough to act like the tsunami battering against the 
hard rock of their enemy would keep her alive long enough. 
But it seemed that for all her grit and fearless ouvertures, for all 
her unyielding desire to keep up the mantle of those that came 
before, the end had come all too soon. 


And yet despite the chaos surrounding her, her body moving 
on auto-pilot, countering and returning hits, trying her best to 
stay alive for as long as possible, to fight back, deal as much 


Cr) 


damage, despite the blood running down her face, the bones 
inside her body grinding upon one another, tears and cracks 
making themselves known, her hero outfit slashed and burned, 
despite the pain, the tears and the hopelessness of it all, her 
mind was quiet. A lull of peace where she could envision each 
step she would need to take as easily as one would do within a 
dance room, a macabre waltz of death that she was being led 
into by her enemy, towards the grand finale. Was it resignation, 
she wondered? The knowledge that death was within sight and 
this last battle, this last dance was as much with All for One as 
it was with the specters of Death looming at the corners of her 
eyes, waiting patiently to capture her in their embrace? 


“Nana, nana. Such folly, such reckless determination. Such a 
delightful comedy,” All for One laughed, his hit crashing in her 
stomach, the pain like a vice grip upon her waist, twisting her 
in the movements of a dance only they heard the tune to, a 
rhythm of death and despair. “How very entertaining, Nana. | 
did not expect you to be such a wonderful partner. Truly, this is 
the pinnacle of my day.” Her body twirled, a violent movement 
of centrifugal force, the tattered shred of her clothing rippling 
in the wind and yet, even as pain coursed through her fatigued 
figure and she heard the desperate cries of her student being 
carried away by Gran Torino, she thought this was what peace 
sounded like. “Come, come, this dance has just started, don’t 
look away now. We’re nowhere near close to finishing.” 


It was foolish, partially turning her back on such a powerful 
opponent. No, it was beyond foolish, it was insane, it was 
signing one’s death. Still, she wanted to see her successor one 
last time, see the boy that had told her he would give people 
something to have hope in, someone to offer them the peace 
they so craved, the safety and security they had been robbed 
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of for so long. 


“All Might, | leave it to you,” she smiled, one last glance to her 
hopeful and naive student, to the symbol of hope that he was 
aspiring to be, to the hope sent on by carrier after carrier after 
carrier, a power coursing in the veins of all the wielders of One 
for All until it reached Yagi Toshinori, until he too become the 
carried of the beacon of hope that one day might shine strong 
enough to chase away the darkness of All for One. 


“Nana,” All for One called her back to attention, the explosion 
shaking the battlefield pulling her close to him, a momentum 
of unyielding gravity she could not fight. “I want to keep talking. 
Don’t take your eyes away from me. After all, who knows 
what might happen?” He grinned, his hand closing upon her 
neck, the bones under his grip grinding upon each other, her 
vertebres begging for mercy. “I might just decide, I’m getting 
bored with you.” 


“Why bother with playing? You are going to kill me anyway,” 
the question came through bloodied teeth and a hoarse voice, 
the fingers around her neck not giving way, but not closing on 
any further, a dance on the edge of a blade that would lead to 
ruin either way. 


“It’s true. But | ask you Nana Shimura heroes, villains, civilians, 
what makes us so different? We all want to do the same thing. 
Survive. Grow. Gain power. Why pretend we are so different 
when in fact we’re all reaching for the same goal in slightly 
different ways?” His arm flicked to the side, tossing her to the 
ground, the rock and dirt barely branching her fall, jarring the 
already open and painful wounds. 


“We do not do so at the expense of other human beings,” she 
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spat, blood and saliva dripping at the corner of her mouth. 


“Other human beings. How trite. The only ones who matter 
are the ones with power worth taking, worth honing. Unlike 
you. | grow tired of this conversation; it seems you are as 
disappointing as all those that came before you. Goodbye, 
Nana Shimura.” 


The heat started building up, as she expected it would do, 
momentum building in the core of a fire that burned as bright 
as the sun before expanding, raising everything to the ground 
it its wake. The explosion removed everything from her: sight, 
sound, touch. It was a scorching fire that had mere fractions of 
a second to be felt before oblivion encased everything and the 
merciful embrace of death took over. And yet, as Nana Shimura 
faded from recollection, from life and from awareness, her one 
last thought strayed to the boy she had come to care for, for 
the hero he would one day grow up to be. 


“Sorahiko, I’m leaving his dream to you. Make sure it becomes 
a reality.” 
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The End of Shimura Nana 


by Zoe Winter 


The city was in ruins. This was not hyperbole as all around 
him buildings were collapsed into rubble. Fires dominated 
the skyline, the stench of smoke permeated the air, and the 
many unheard cries of helpless victims echoed amongst the 
destruction. 


This hadn’t been his intention, this unrestrained violence and 
desolation. What could be gained by destroying that which you 
wished to rule? Why be aking if no one could see your crown? 
Why a throne with no one to kneel before it? No, this certainly 
had not been his desired outcome. 


Although, sometimes exceptions had to be made. 


One of his quirks pinged, alerting him to the attack coming his 
way. With a wave of his hand, he dispersed the force, sending 
it around him and into the nearby buildings. One of them finally 
collapsed, losing the last of its support beams. It fell with the 
scream of ripping metal and the screams of those trapped 
inside ringing through the air. 


It was followed by a plain, quirkless punch which may have 
caught him off guard at the beginning of this fight, but he had 
caught on to her tricks by now. It was simple to dodge and grab 
at her in the one swift motion— 


But she had been paying attention as well and nimbly dodged 
backwards with perhaps less grace than she had at the start, 
but it did the job of getting her out of his reach. With a growl, he 
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decided on a reaching quirk to snag her with, which she quickly 
countered with one of her own quirks. She then launched 
herself to a neighbouring rooftop. 


They had been doing this song and dance for hours now, and 
the city continued to suffer for it. Heroes called themselves 
protectors of justice and righteousness, but in the end they 
were just as willing to level a building for their goals. Pathetic. 


She jumped at him again, a makeshift weapon of concrete and 
rebar in hand nearly catching him upside the head. He ducked, 
punching upwards with a few force quirks for good measure. 


She stumbled but dodged the full force of the blow. He didn’t 
need a quirk to warn him of her feint, a fist quickly following up. 
He neatly stepped aside, grabbed her wrist, and threw her into 
a pile of rubble some dozen or so meters away. Not too far—he 
didn’t want to lose sight of her. 


After all, he didn’t want to lose the rare opportunity to kill a 
holder of One For All. 


He wasn’t under any delusions; he knew she didn’t have it 
anymore. Somewhere, his nemesis’s allies were probably hiding 
the current holder, but he couldn’t imagine she’d had much 
time to train them or pass on her generations of knowledge 
related to the quirk. Whoever had it now, they would be starting 
fresh, and they would have to come out of hiding eventually. 
Most likely to avenge their lost mentor. 


Then he would swat them like a bug. 


But he was getting ahead of himself—first he had to finish up 
the problem of Shimura Nana. 
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She hadn’t moved from where he’d thrown her. Her uniform 
was soaked in blood, and he wasn’t entirely sure if the blood 
was hers. He didn’t remember giving her an injury that could 
cause such external bleeding, but that being said, he hadn’t 
been paying the closest attention to where he threw her or 
how she landed. Big torn gashes in the fabric showed her burnt 
and blistered skin underneath. 


Rubble and glass crunched under his boots as he made his way 
towards her, each step louder than the last. Asphalt, granite, 
and heroes—all nothing under his might. 


As he finally came within reach, he could see the rebar sticking 
through her torso in one, two, three places, each leaking red 
lifeblood to pool around her. Her breathing was laboured, more 
red escaping from her lips. She was trapped, pinned, and she 
did not try to escape. 


“Oh, Nana,” he consoled, “Is this how it ends?” 


Her breath rattled, and she coughed up more blood. “For me, 
maybe,” she conceded, “but not for One for All.” 


He hummed, “No, | suppose not. Where’s the fun in that?” He 
took a seat on the flattest piece of concrete he could find and 
leaned forwards, placing his head on his steepled fingers. 


She growled, although it looked painful to do so. “You call this 
fun? All this mayhem and pain?” 


“Nana, Nana.” He shook his head. “How short sighted. No, | 
don’t find this in particular fun. All this,” he waved his arms ina 
vague circle around him, “was unnecessary. | take no pleasure 
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in needless violence.” He grinned, leaning forwards, “but | will 
absolutely partake in it, if it’s what it takes to get what | want.” 


He wanted to laugh. How like a hero to think so two- 
dimensionally. For her to have even momentarily categorized 
him with your basic chaos-spewing supervillain. No, he had 
more in common with your basic purse thief, on a more nuclear 
level. All he cared for was profit and power. 


“You won’t get away with this.” Nana’s blood was still spilling 
and pooling around her, and her skin had taken on a pasty 
white complexion. The dark bruises under her eyes only grew 
darker, and she was shivering. “Not forever. | may not have 
stopped you, but you will be stopped.” 


“Oh, | know.” 


Despite all his quirks, all his money, and all his power, he simply 

was not immortal. No, he could not age, and his vast collection 
of healing quirks made him very hard to injure, but there was 
simply no way to account for every possibility. Some day he 
would be defeated, and someday he would die. 


But that day was not today, nor would it be soon if he had 
anything to say about it. 


“And your son, Nana? How is he?” 
Her gasp was filled with the gurgling of wet blood. She 
struggled, thrashed once or twice which only aggravated her 


wounds more. Still just as pinned as before. 


“Don’t—” she exclaimed “—don’t you dare. Don’t you dare.” 


He simply hummed, tilted his head to the side, and stared her 
down. He had no intention of messing about with her son. A 
brat with a plain quirk and no creativity nor drive. He’d been 
placed with a foster family that loved him, and while there could 
be some brewing hatred for heroes developing inside him, he 
didn’t have the patience to cultivate it. He would keep an eye 
out, but he didn’t expect much out of that. 


Nana, however, didn’t need to know that. He shook his head. 
“Don’t tell me what to do.” 


She slumped with what might have been a sob. He couldn't 
fault her—in the face of his might, his power, and his ability to 
achieve any torment he wished, he too might have sobbed in 
despair if he had anything he actually feared losing. 


He wasn’t so boastful as to call himself a god, but he certainly 
didn’t fear anything, let alone losing something. He had nothing 
he could not rebuild or replace. 


(He would later learn this was not necessarily true, but alas, 
this was not a lesson he had learnt quite yet.) 


He knelt in front of her, brushing a piece of hair out of her face 
as tears tracked through the dust caked to her cheeks. Their 
battle had lasted hours upon hours without rest, and it had left 
its many marks on her before these last, fatal ones. “You were a 
wonderful opponent to have, my dear Nana. A true honourable 
enemy to the very last, but | will not give you the pleasure of 
ending me.” 


She coughed again, more blood spitting up. “My successor will 
take you down.” She paused, her breathing shallow, arduous, 
and pained. “He has more courage and more honour than you 
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could ever understand.” 


Funny. Courage. Honour. Such heroic things that were really 
just substitute words for weakness. Heroes truly thought they 
were the beginning and end of all things good and never 
considered what those shortcomings cost them. 


He shook his head. “Then how could he ever hope to defeat 
me?” He stood. “In the end, Nana, I’m sorry to say, the public 
will never remember you. For all your secrecy, they will only 
ever remember you as another dead hero at my hands, just 
another name on a very long list. All your accomplishments 
and all your achievements will only ever come down to this 
defining moment.” 


His respect for her went up, just a bit, when she refused to bow 
her head. She must have been in excruciating pain, made even 
worse by the knowledge that what he said was true, but still, 
she met his eyes. Still, she did not concede. 


She even managed to spit some blood at him, although it did 
not reach. “I will die in peace today knowing your end is near.” 


“Oh, my dear Nana, it is not.” 


And with that, he raised his hand, and ended Nana Shimura. 
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The Son, The Selfless & The Selfish 


by Blaque 


Jubilant were the scarlet hues that peered up at the eyeless 
man. Notably, there seemed to be an air of lightheartedness 
about the child today, despite his usual doom and gloom. 
Moments prior to the pint-sized Tomura’s approach, the faint 
sound of humming had been heard; as peculiar as his mentor 
had found this, he had paid no mind to the noise. Though his 
worthy successor—or so the elder told the boy—he was still a 
child. Naturally, a child’s play and banter should be expected 
on occasion, no matter how unconventional his upbringing. 


Desk-bound and amidst his study of intel, Keen ears had caught 
the sound of the office door parting. This had caused no lapse 
in his work as he had been well aware as to who had graced his 
presence. Quick, nevertheless quiet, toes had traveled across 
the wooden floorboards to place themselves front and center 
with the adult. 


“Something | can help you with, Tomura?” A turn from the 
man’s chair put the child under his eyeless gaze. 

“|... | made this for you, Master.” The tremble about the youth’s 
voice revealed increasing nervousness as hands extended 
forward in hopes of an exchange. 


“Happy Father’s Day...” was the hushed whisper that followed 
from the shy child. 


The elder stiffened in bafflement. To think the meek boy had 
somehow managed to catch the late Shigaraki off guard; 
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it was an accomplishment in itself. The man was known to 
be meticulous in his sociopathic ways, all-knowing as the 
rumors said. Though maniacal down to his rotten core, he was 
methodical, as were his ploys and schemes. 


With little regard for his own father, or the concept of family at 
all, it seemed the very notion of the holiday had slipped past 
him. 


His pondering on the matter gave way to a disheartening 
silence. 


A slight scrunch of the boy’s crusted face reflected his stirring 
concern. Yet, this seemed to be rectified in an instant as his 
mentor grasped the extended paper for a proper examination 
of what he could only conclude was a gift. 


“It is indeed Father’s Day, isn’t it Tomura?” The mischievous 
grin that took residence on the deformed face triggered a 
similar one from Tomura. Like father, like son—the mimicked 
expression could be considered a testament of this bond. 


The elder and youth were far from blood relatives, but given 
their mentor and mentee dynamic, their bond was a close one, 
or rather the illusion of such. 


Mastermind and current wielder of All For One, Shigaraki was 
aman with many diabolical plans. All of which were woven into 
an intricate web where he played the role of string-puller and 
puppeteer. Among these devices, a distant one to overtake 
the former Tenko Shimura’s body as his own. The need for this 
act was simple enough; his own body was failing. Surely his 
current vessel wouldn’t give way today, nor tomorrow, but the 
fact that it one day would was something he had long prepared 
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for. The rebranded Tomura Shigaraki was the ultimate pawn in 
his grand scheme. 


However, for now, maintaining the appearance of a mentor 
and indulging the boy’s need for a father figure was of the 
utmost importance. The cunning villain had played the role so 
well that his sincerity had never come into question. 


Though his lack of eyes defied any human logic that should 
allow him to see, the stockpile of stolen quirks were a remedy 
for this. He could indeed see what was etched onto the paper: a 
child’s drawing. The drawn figures were reminiscent of himself 
and the boy, but he certainly had no intention of encouraging 
the boy to pursue artistry. 


“Thank you, Tomura.” 


“Yeah. Welcome.” The lingering child twiddling his thumbs 
with his head downcast told him his mediocre response wasn’t 
quite satisfactory. There was something more, perhaps unsaid, 
that the boy wanted. 


It didn’t take a therapist nor rocket scientist to diagnose the 
overshadowing daddy issues of Tomura. His mentor was 
neither, and that much was evident. Manipulative as ever, 
Shigaraki adapted to this new set of circumstances, hooking a 
finger under the youth’s chin to command his attention. 


“Gather your things; that is, if you would like to accompany me 
on an outing.” 


Much like a rocket, the now ecstatic child took off to dress 
appropriately and collect his things—nothing more than a 
small gaming console and coat. The mastermind found himself 
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unable to suppress a pleased smirk. 


Despite this deterring him from a day’s work, he would indulge 
the naive child for what he saw as nothing more than upkeep 
purposes. The maintenance of the caring fatherly facade 
would influence the success of his future plans, after all. 


The public presence of the villain openly drew the attention 
of the ward’s commoners. Nevertheless, the faceless man had 
nothing to fear, having laid absolute claim to the Kamino ward 
quite some time ago. Its residents dared not gawk out of fear 
for their lives. Despite the custom helmet he frequently wore 
to conceal what remained of his features, a dubious grin was 
plastered on his face beneath. There was a certain delight that 
came with the fearful whispers and accompanying leaps and 
bounds from his path. 


The trailing youth took note of such reactions, and he too 
seemed to grin. Tomura struggled to match the long-legged 
strides of his mentor, falling behind the briskly-striding man. 
In an attempt to make haste, he broke into a skip and reached 
for the elder’s hand. 


The act barely cause a detectable lapse in Shigaraki’s gait. 
The disruption of his thoughts was far more of a hindrance, 
distracting him, initiated physical contact being something 
he wasn’t accustomed to. Today was proving to be a day of 
many surprises from Tomura, from gifts, to acts of affection. 
Irrelevant—the multi-quirk wielder would indulge these acts, 
all the while feeding indulgence for his final ploy. At times 
like these, he would ponder if the child was growing bold and 
needed to be put in his place but ultimately digressed in light 
of the goal. 
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He neither embraced nor rejected the forward-reaching hand 
but kept his grip fair. The outstretched pinky of the child’s hand 
was something to note. Surely he didn’t think his mentor was 
weak or susceptible to his quirk but still, he aimed not to deal 
any harm. Given the man’s regenerative capabilities, there was 
little permanent damage that Tomura could do to him with his 
current skill level, even in mishap. 


With a swift turn of a corner, their first destination was none 
other than a tea shop, the word ‘Blossom’ etched into a 
withering plaque above its entryway. The tea shop held both 
a sweet and bitter scent, much like the herbs it carried. A lone 
regular to the venue, the elder Shigaraki was loosely greeted 
by the one and only shop attendant and owner, a blind and 
near-crippled old man. 


“It seems you are not alone today,” he hummed mid-way 
through the steeping of his guest’s favored black tea. Shigaraki 
had in no way announced the shop as his destination. It had 
ultimately been aspur of the moment decision toaccommodate 
the youth. Yet, the tea-bearing man proceeded as if his arrival 
was foreseen. 


“Observant as always.” Any words exchanged between the 
two had always been brief and direct. 


“Give the boy what he wants.” The suited villain made himself 
at home at an idle table, his youthful shadow following suit. 


Lacking any knowledge of tea, or herbs for that matter, the only 
thing the shadow had to offer was a meager “Same as him.” 


What a peculiar man their host was; Shigaraki had once offered 
the tea keeper his sight back, to which the elder declined with 
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the reasoning “There is sight beyond what blinds us.” This had 
summoned a mere scoff from the villain. The tea venture was a 
lax one full of quiet and calm—the elder’s personal preference. 


Upon his departure from the shop, the feeling of similar 
sightless eyes on his vacating figure made him stiffen. 


“A parting farewell, old man.” The irony lay in referring to 
the cripple as such and having already outlived him by some 
decades. The conundrum that was the owner and multi-quirk 
wielding god was beyond most. 


Having had their fill of tea—the elder more so than the boy as 
Tomura had met much struggle with the liquid’s bitter taste, 
though in his need to appease, he had stomached it—they 
arrived at their next destination promptly, the location a quiet 
pigeon-filled park only a minute’s walk from the tea shop. 


The late Shigaraki summoned forth leftover biscuits from his 
jacket pocket and casually handed them to Tomura. 


The child’s face scrunched in mild disgust. The biscuits had 
previously accompanied the tea and were equally not to his 
liking. Yet another thing he had struggled to eat for the sake 
of his mentor. 


“For the birds,” the man reassured him; he wouldn’t need to 
eat them. 


Distaste dissipated from the youth’s face; he gave a firm nod 
and a crooked smile. 


“Be sure to feed them well.” This was all that was needed to 
send the child into a crumb-sprinkling prance amidst the flocks 
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of birds. 


Seating himself on a neighboring bench, the elder used this 
time to let his thoughts roam freely. To his disdain, the returning 
thought of an adequate father-figure for Tomura Shigaraki 
surfaced. The youth, rebranded as Tomura Shigaraki, was a 
solution to a problem—nothing more, nothing less. The late 
Shigaraki would have his body when the time came and would 
live on to shape society how he saw fit. Though upon affirming 
this in his mind, a ghostly whisper from within questioned just 
who it was he was trying to convince. Surely not himself nor 
the better half that he was currently at odds with. 


The musings of the internal conflict were given little choice 
but to simmer as the sound of pacing steps brought the villain 
back to reality. 


“Yes, Tomura?” 


“Um... it’s hurt...” Cradled in small hands with both pinkies 
out, one of the many park pigeons was presented to the man. 
However, true to the child’s words, the creature was hurt, its 
wing twisted nearly backward. 


“| see, tragic.” Despite the words being a condolence of sorts, 
his tone was cold and unwavering in his study. Decisively, he’d 
use this misfortune as an opportune time to teach a lesson—an 
age-old one: ‘Only the strong survive.’ 


“Can you...?” The elder knew what the child was getting at 
and indeed he could. Heal the creature, that is, but he had no 
intentions of doing so. It would be trivial to nurture one amidst 
a flock of exactly the same. There was nothing noteworthy or 
strong about the creature. So instead he would deflect this by 
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putting the animal’s livelinood in the boy’s hands. 


“Tomura, you know what you must do. Surely he cannot live 
on like this.” 


Crimson hues looked from the eyeless man to the bird and 
then back again with a hesitant nod. 


In aclose of the cradling hands that surrounded the creature, 
he placed all fingers on the pigeon’s body. 


In a rain of ash, the remains of the creature slid through the 
youth’s fingers. With a blank face, he found that he could only 
stare absentmindedly at the decay at his feet. 


The creature held no significance outside of the lesson he’d 
taught with its swift death today. He had given it meaning, 
even if temporarily, in the memory of a child. 


“Now gather your things and come along, Tomura. | believe it’s 
time we made our way home.” The elder was quick to call him 
to attention and provide instruction. 


The trek home was a quiet one, the elder Shigaraki naturally 
so. However, young Tomura’s silence was due to being 
preoccupied with his small game console and thoughts, no 
doubt his mind wandering back to the bird as several ‘defeated’ 
or ‘loser’ chimes from the system would reveal. 


It was during their travel that an unlabeled shop piqued the 
adult’s interest. The establishment had no name and, based on 


the blacked-out window, was no longer in business. 


The man halted in fascination with the black mirror that was 
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the dark storefront. Such a peculiar yet familiar abyss it was. 
There was something about the mirror that stirred even a heart 
as cold as his far beyond sightlessness. In his staring, what 
should have remained a blank screen held something more—an 
image of him. Notably, this didn’t match his current appearance 
but rather his former. Given the present catastrophic state of 
his body, he had seen better days—the warped reflection was 
proof of this. In a way, he looked like a model unsuspecting 
citizen with fine white hair and his favored suit-and-tie attire. 
Furthermore, the boy by his side in the reflection appeared 
better kept and, dare he say, happy. 


He found this depiction sickening and in direct opposition to 
what the future surely held. He was no father to the boy but 
a mere manipulator. These defective feelings and waverings 
had to cease. His mental fortitude, though under some form 
of duress by what he knew was the boy’s desire to have a 
father figure, was still a force to be reckoned with. So like the 
arrogant narcissist—villain—he was in actuality, he mustered 
every ounce of resolve. Exactly what was needed to slay these 
futile thoughts. A firm hand would rise to the teal mop that was 
the boy’s head. To think he held his life in this very grasp. With 
a swift twist of his wrist or activation of one of his many quirks, 
he could end it all. But Tomura Shigaraki was different, special, 
unlike the bird he’d shown mercy. Just as he had given the bird 
purpose, he would do the same to the child. His body would be 
repurposed as his own—the elder would make sure of it. 


In a final affirmation of his decision and to cast aside any 
doubtful thought, his alter’s face warped into a sneer, and the 
cheery boy in the reflection faded. It was time for him and his 
vessel to be on their way. 


Homebound strides resumed as the elder took one last longing 
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~~ look at the black surface over his shoulder. The events of today = 
would serve as a reminder; he was a father to none, not even 
the prized boy under his care, but rather, he was selfish and 
always would be. 


A Game That Two Can Play 


by Snootysith 


“Let’s play a game together.” 

“No! You never play fair, brother!” 

“It only seems unfair because you’re terrible at this.” 

“Just promise me you'll count all the way to ten this time.” 
“What, you don’t trust me?” 


His little brother held him in a steady, watchful stare before 
running off without another word. 


Hiding his smile behind the mask of his hands, he began to 
count. 


One. 


Asarule, All For One spared no ceremony in destroying anyone 
that presumed to defy him, but his brother was an exception. 
Lingering boyhood fondness banked his wrath before it ever 
truly festered. He’d offered this handicap and still his brother 
cried injustice, raging against his every word, big and small. 


Then the unimaginable had come to pass and there was no 
brother to seek. 


One less life shouldn’t have intruded even the slightest on All 
For One’s conscience, but his brother always did have a knack 
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for being meddlesome. 

And for being as obstinate as him. 

The path was dark, but One For All’s light still burned. 
All For One eagerly gave chase once more. 

Two. 


A shadow cast over the long line of his brother’s successors. 
Heaping in every corner, stretching, enfolding. 


Three. 


One false start after another. His brother would come to his 
senses in time. 


Four. 
Perhaps he’d overestimated him. 


All For One’s lips twisted in humored contempt as he 
watched his brother’s latest puppet navigate through his 
traps. Surprisingly agile considering his size and his reflexes 
were nothing to sneeze at, but the ability to sense danger was 
redundant in the grand scheme of things. At its core, the world 
wasn’t safe. 


All For One had surrendered his name and human decency 
when he realized he would go to great lengths to protect 
everything precious to him. So long as his brother lived through 
One For All, this game of theirs would continue. Because All 
For One would not stop seeking him. He would never stop. Not 
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until his brother was in his possession once more. There was 
no one more qualified to look after him. 


Sensing him, his brother’s puppet held him in a steady, watchful 
stare before running off. 


All For One’s mind lurched like he was in a half-remembered 
dream. How much of his brother was impressed upon his 
puppets? Where did One For All begin and end? 


Why hadn’t he thought to call out before? 


Somewhere, under the resentment and longing and malice, 
there was a scrap of hope. 


All For One reached out. 
Five. 


His hand was snagged and he experienced a sudden sense 
of vertigo as the world tilted beneath his feet. Blackwhip 
wound around his middle and suspended him in the air like a 
snared rabbit. How unsightly—but the illusion of weakness was 
necessary. His brother’s puppet would never listen otherwise. 


“Gotcha!” Daigoro Banjo swung down from his perch with a 
grin. “All that crap about knowing better than me don’t make 
me laugh!” 


“Woe is me. However will | break free?” All For One waited, but 
Lariat continued to stand there, hands on his hips, marveling at 
a job well done. “Well?” 


“Well what?” 
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“What do you intend to do?” - 
Lariat stared. 

“Let me offer a suggestion. First, come closer.” 

Lariat didn’t budge. 


“What, you don’t trust me?” All For One asked innocently. 
“You have me in a compromising position. Do | look like | 
can use my Quirk?” He half-heartedly tugged at the tendrils 
pinning his hands to his lower back, testing their strength and 
making a show of his supposed helplessness. In all likelihood, 
this puppet didn’t have a full measure of his power yet. 


Lariat huffed, but he cautiously approached him. 
Score one for lack of guile. “Il have a proposition for you.” 


Lariat frowned deeply, not that the expression made any 
noticeable difference to his face. “Why the hell should | listen 
to a word you say?” 


“Your concerns are not unwarranted,” All For One said 
smoothly. “But you mistake my intentions. They come from a 
place of love. Surely you as a hero can understand that. What 
you possess is greater than the sum of its parts. That Quirk is 
an engine of change.” 


“And you want to steal it.” 
“One For All is yours to hold.” Not to keep. “But do you want 


that Quirk to only serve as a weapon? | can help you find a way 
to make that Quirk serve the greater good.” 
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Lariat’s brow furrowed. He suddenly grabbed both ends of 
Blackwhip securing All For One in place and walked backwards 
until the tendrils stretched all the way to the mouth of the alley 
and constricted All For One’s rib cage. “Is that what you said 
to the guy before me?” he asked darkly. All For One’s smile 
crimped. “You ain’t as clever as you think.” 


As Blackwhip pitched him across the city, All For One seethed. 
Six. 

Perhaps his emotions got the better of him. 

Just a bit. 


All For One stared at the long stretch of devastation before 
him with the sort of understated disappointment he commonly 
reserved for unruly subordinates. 


What a nuisance. 


The scent of brine and industrial waste accosted All For One’s 
nose. Picking through the rubble, he activated every Sensor 
Quirk in his arsenal in search of the body as bitterness seethed 
and turned his stomach. This side of town was inhabited by 
the detritus of society and his brother’s puppet sought to hide 
in its underbelly with his successor after she accidentally 
revealed herself. For all the good that did. Was it arrogance or 
desperation that compelled the puppet to attack All For One 
from the shadows? Either one tested All For One’s patience 
but none more so than hearing his brother’s words fall from 
those lips. 


All For One waded through the wreckage and turned aside 
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debris with simple flicks of his hands. If he tarried, would it be 
enough time to transfer the Quirk to the girl? Would the puppet 
simply take that Quirk to his grave? All For One increased 
his pace. The puppet needed to survive just long enough to 
preserve One For All. That was all that mattered. 


Generations of death and ruin were entirely preventable and 
there was no one to blame but his brother. What grand speech 
did his brother string his puppets along with? What made his 
lies any more compelling than All For One’s? Each puppet had 
spat on All For One’s generosity, but still, he extended an open 
hand. Ungrateful, every last one of them. 


He paused. Something glowed in the distance. The silhouette 
of a young woman rose unsteadily from behind a crumbling 


archway. 


One For All’s light still burned. A bright ray of potential adrift in 
a dark sea of concrete. 


Nana Shimura gave him a castigizing stare before floating out 
of sight. 


How amusing that he, the elder, was being told off by this 
impudent child for lashing out. 


All For One laughed softly. 
He would exercise restraint next time. A gentle touch. 
Seven. 


Bloodied and bruised, Nana Shimura gave him a scathing look 
as she clung tight to the flickering embers of One For All. 


Initially, All For One lured her here in order to inspect her 
student. He long suspected One For All had already been 
conferred, but it was best to err on the side of caution before 
taking drastic measures. Hmph. If only Nana Shimura had such 
prudence. A Quirkless boy! His brother really was terrible at 
this. There weren’t many better uses for that Quirk than ripping 
it away from the unqualified—and Toshinori Yagi certainly met 
expectations. 


Economy was always one of All For One’s strengths. 
Contrariety, on the other hand, came second nature to his 
brother and his puppets. 


Upon recognition, Nana Shimura’s mouth opened in a slow, 
horrified gasp before her teeth snapped together into a grim 
smile. Familiar words fell from her lips and eroded his restraint 
until it gave way as the very earth did beneath their feet. 


Hell broke loose. 

“You toy with people!” she shouted over the roar of purple 
flames. “You break them! Steal from them! You take advantage 
of them and control them! Do you honestly believe you deserve 


One For All?” 


“Of course.” All For One smiled to himself. “What sort of loving 
brother wouldn’t do as much?” 


“You know nothing of love or sacrifice.” Shimura’s voice was 
tense with anger but steady as the sun. 


“Don’t |? Unlike you, | do not abandon those | love.” 


“You call this love?” 
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All For One gave a careless shrug. “Close enough.” 


In the distance, Toshinori Yagi reached for his master even as 
Gran Torino pulled him farther and farther away. His eyes were 
heartbroken. And furious. The murderous intent in those deep 
blue eyes was all the incentive All For One needed to laugh. 
He extended his hand and struck the island city from the face 
of the earth in a blinding flash of light. 


The boy was welcome to try his luck. 
Eight. 


Several decades later, All Might’s fury burned brighter than a 
supernova. 


All For One crooned out a low, rumbling laugh as the blond 
behemoth hunted him through the city. All that time spent 
training under Nana Shimura, cultivating strength, honing 
discipline, shaping him to be All For One’s downfall—absolutely 
wasted. Tapping into All Might’s anger was the easiest thing in 
the world. There was no need to employ the full force of his 
power when his words won half the battle already. 


Anger, resentment, and despair were worse than useless and 
All Might demonstrated that with every sloppy maneuver. Still, 
it was a rare novelty for the prey to turn and charge at him. 


Toshinori Yagi needed a firm hand. Across the mouth. 


All For One had carefully considered his options in an effort to 
preserve All Might’s body, but he just couldn’t face the thought 
of One For All slipping out of his grasp again. Especially when 
it was within arm’s reach. 
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All For One would trap him within the confines of his pitiful 
mortality. Pierce that stalwart form and show the world just 
how very human their darling hero was beneath the glamour. 
And so he did. All Might’s howl of pain and outrage rattled his 
eardrums as he wrenched his arm back, sticky and dark with 
blood. 


“| gave you a fair shake,” All For One said, leaning back to 
appreciate his handiwork. “That you were incapable of seizing 
the opportunity is your own shortcoming.” 


Blood gurgled up All Might’s throat. He spat directly on All For 
One’s shirt. “You never play fair,” he snarled. 


A memory surfaced. All For One hesitated. 

All Might seized his hair and the concrete ground rushed up 
to meet All For One as he was slammed down face-first again 
and again, the sounds becoming wetter with each strike. Bones 
shattered. Flesh tore. Red flooded his vision. 

One For All was lost to him. 

Nine. 


But never for long. 


Teeming with Quirks and fragments of life, potent and whipped 
up to astormy frenzy, there was nothing else like One For All. 


His brother’s puppets had a predisposition. All For One still 
didn’t care for them. Not one bit. Too much like his brother 
with all their propelling agency hidden away inside and likely to 
react to the slightest provocation. He thought he knew where 
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he stood with heroes, but this boy, 


Izuku Midoriya lunged at him, snarling like a feral beast as he 
snapped the black branches of Rivets between his teeth. 


Locked inside Tomura as he manipulated him like a puppet, 
All For One slammed a charred hand against Midoriya’s face 
with triumphant glee. Reality collapsed into a soundless black 
vacuum the moment their Quirks collided and soon the world 
of vestiges was open to him. There could be no hiding anymore. 


Straining at his new leash, Tomura resisted the pull but not for 
long. They were picked up and carried along by the current 
around that yawning abyss, darkness dragging them down only 
to eventually spit them out into One For All’s brightly burning 
core. 


Eagerly, All For One bubbled from Tomura’s form to spill out 
into existence. 


It would be a mercy when the end finally came. The universe 
itself would fail to stamp out his brother’s petty anger. He was 
still, in so many ways and in so many lifetimes, a child banging 
against a locked door that All For One would never open. 
There was no place to run. There were no more puppets to 
hide in. The game was at its end. 


His little brother held him in a steady, watchful stare and stood 
his ground. 


Found you. 
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His Scars 


by 1thousandminus7 


Tartarus was cold. It always had been, this massive, monolithic 
building made of concrete and metal. As the number one hero, 
quite a few of Toshinori’s conquests had ended up here—the 
worst of the worst—and so he had found himself visiting more 
often than he would’ve liked. 


This still felt different, though. Villains came and went through 
the hero’s life, temporary challenges and overblown rivals, but 
only one of them had really made an impression. Only one 
of them had ever managed to leave his permanent mark on 
Toshinori’s body and his life. All For One had been second 
to none, the king of villainy, the god of the underworld. It was 
only natural that the Commission should believe he had more 
valuable information than any other inmate at the infamous 
prison. And so, here Toshinori was, supposedly the only man 
All For One would deign to speak to. Was that an honour? Or 
a disgrace? 


There was no mistaking the man himself. His very presence 
held a weight, a cruel centre of gravity sucking heat and 
light and joy from the world around him. Toshinori had never 
been able to figure out if that was a quirk, one of the many 
he had stolen over the years, or if it was simply that his very 
personality was so blackened and dark that it madethe hairs on 
the backs of the necks of everyone in the vicinity stand on end. 
Even approaching him like this, behind thick glass, protected 
by restraints and cameras and loaded weaponry, Toshinori 
felt that creeping sense of dread. He stood there as the door 
closed behind him, raised his eyes to the body bound in fabric 


and leather, and tasted bile as his mind supplied him with his 
worst memories. 


The crunch-crunch-crunch of dust and debris under his 
boots. The smell of blood and electricity and collapsed walls. 
The sight of a man, a man in an immaculate suit, reclining as 
though he were on some padded, velvet sofa though nothing 
stood between him and the ground but air. 


The crumpled body in the dirt beneath him. 


“Well well well.” The phantom tilted his head back, eyes closed, 
and smiled lazily. His white hair stood out, almost luminescent 
in the moonlight. “This is a pleasant quirk, isn’t it. Nothing like 
the feeling of being weightless” Toshinori could see the weak 
flapping of his mentor’s cape in the wind, could practically taste 
the metallic red puddle. He felt sick. The figure raised his head 
and the coldest eyes Toshinori had ever seenrested on him. 


All For One grinned, and the memory shattered. “My dear 
Toshinori. Your bloodlust is most unbecoming of a hero. Did 
you wear it here just for me?” 


“You bring out the worst in people.” Toshinori’s voice was low, 
heaving with barely-contained anger. 


All For One’s cheeks tugged unnaturally, and Toshinori saw a 
little boy with a similar manic smile laughing, up to his elbows 
in blood, a familiar mole on his chin. That same boy, now a 
young man, reaching for him with deadly fingertips, his family’s 
severed hands clutching at his body. Then the image was 
replaced by another young man, freckled, his mop of green 
hair matted and his normally sweet and innocent eyes filled 
with malice and rage, the crackling around his limbs giving him 
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the appearance of a coiled spring, seconds away from turning 
the object of his ire into a smear in the dirt. The crackling filled 
the image, and he saw himself in there too, a much younger 
version of himself with hate in his eyes and fists curled and 
ready to lash out. 


He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth, a muscle jumping in 
his jaw, and then he opened them again. “Stop it. Just talk to 
me.” 


All For One laughed, his tone achingly cold. “But my dear, | do 
enjoy our banter so much! Don’t you?” 


“Just tell me where your doctor is. The one creating the Nomu.” 
“| have no motive to do such a thing.” 


Toshinori’s fist thumped down on the thin metal shelf below 
the glass screen. “What motive do you have for any of this?!” 


“You get wound up far too easily,” he taunted, head just barely 
tilting to one side, the only movement he could perform in 
that full-body straitjacket. “My motive is simple, Toshinori. 
Boredom. | am old, and | reached the pinnacle of my career 
decades ago. | create these situations for myself in order to 
provide some entertainment in an otherwise monotonous 
existence. Nothing is more interesting to me than watching 
Hero kind eat itself from the inside, with such a minor push 
from the likes of myself.” He barely moved, but Toshinori could 
feel the weight on his shoulders and in his chest from All For 
One’s words. Of course his motive was that shallow. What had 
Toshinori expected, really? 


“And this?” Toshinori gestured at the cell, the thick glass and 
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the restraints, the cameras and the weapons trained on him. _ 
“Is all this really worth it to you?” 


“| don’t know. Is it?” He chuckled, and it came from deep inside 
his chest. “From where |’m sat, it seems like you have lost more 
than |, my dear.” 


The air smelled like blood. Toshinori’s chest ached, a deep, 
uncomfortable ache that peaked with every inspiration, a knife 
in his lungs that made him need to cough, to expel the blood 
and other fluids collected in there. He’d never been in so much 
pain, the acidic contents of his stomach leaking out of the hole 
in his side to eat away at the surrounding flesh, the crunching 
and scraping of shattered bones inside him that came with 
every movement. Toshinori coughed once, twice, again and 
again, a familiar coppery taste on his tongue. As his breath 
rasped and his consciousness failed, he heard a weak but 
confident laugh from the man who should be dead, his head 
beaten in so badly it was barely recognisable as human. His 
heart filled with fear as cold as ice, and his vision went dark. 


He pulled his hand from his mouth and wiped the blood in his 
palm off on a tissue, teeth set harshly. 


“You’re in there now. You’re in there, and I’m out here. We 
might both be broken, but don’t forget that.” He raised icy eyes 
to All For One and clenched his bloodied hand into a fist. “Your 
work is done; you will never see outside of these walls again, 
but | can keep working and I will. | will give every second of my 
remaining life to see your influence eradicated, | swear it. What 
little influence you have left, what tattered, scattered strands of 
your legacy still exist. | will burn them.” 


“Will you?” All For One’s voice was soft, its challenge subtle 
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but implicit. Oh, if looks could kill, he would not be given a 
second’s continued existence 


“Ves.” 


“You misunderstand me, Toshinori,” he continued, and if one 
did not know who or what he was, it might have sounded 
almost sympathetic, but to Toshinori that was what made it so 
much more insidious and infuriating. “I believe you to be plenty 
strong enough to destroy that which you hate so much. It is 
your hatred itself that | doubt.” 


“How dare you,” Toshinori’s voice was hoarse as it wavered, 
“How dare you doubt the hatred that you have inspired.” 


All For One’s smile grew, becoming a grin, a wide, unnatural, 
off-putting grin. Again, he recognised that smile. He saw it 
framed with pale hair, the rough scar bisecting his lip. “It is your 
own Care, your own desire to protect and to rescue, that will be 
your downfall. 


“You care for him, don’t you? The boy.” When Toshinori didn’t 
respond, he continued. “Have you figured it out yet? His 
purpose? No matter how much you work to dig out the roots 
| have planted in society, you will never get them all until you 
burn him away, too.” 


“That’s not true,” Toshinori said roughly. “You have poisoned 
and corrupted him, scarred him and abused him, but your hold 
over him is not final. Even the most troubled of people can be 
saved if given the right tools to heal.” 


All For One chuckled again. “I did not raise him to be a 
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successor, Toshinori.” His presence was like a parasitic 
weed, roots growing deep, sliding under Tomura’s skin and 
embedding themselves in the very core of his being. “Your own 
successor, the young student. The quirk you gave him isn’t just 
a quirk, is it? He sees them, sees you; he carries you with him 
in his mind and body.” 


Toshinori felt nauseous. The vestiges. He’d felt them himself 
once or twice, though never to the degree that Izuku described 
them. All For One picked up on his look and straightened up. 


“Now you see, don’t you? To kill me without killing him wouldbe 
to slash the branches and burn the leaves but leave the roots 
to prosper.” All For One inclined his head. “You wish to see my 
influence eradicated? You must watch him burn.” 


“It isn’t—The vestiges do not have the power to possess, to 
control—” 


“No, they do not,” All For One cut him off. “That is only the 
premise of what we have achieved. But my companion and | 
have perfected our procedure to prepare him as a vessel, to 
take up not just my quirk but the portion of my very essence 
that has become forever entangled with it. This body is weak, 
broken, useless, so | will abandon it.” 


“You will still die,” Toshinori insisted, but despair was beginning 
to take root in his very soul. If what All For One said was true, 
then Nana’s grandson was as good as dead already. 


“Yes, this body will die. This consciousness will die. But | will 
not because another consciousness, a blueprint of myself, will 
live on.” His voice swelled, filling the room in his excitement, 
his sheer joy at watching his decades-long rival succumb to 
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the knowledge that he had failed. “My dear Toshinori, are you 
prepared to face the only living descendant of your beloved 
master and to snuff out his life, only to rid the world of me? 
Do you have it in you to end the legacy she gave her life to 
protect?” 


He saw it. He saw All For One again, only this time his body 
was smaller, slimmer, his hair longer. His mannerisms, the 
tone of his voice impressed upon the young man Toshinori 
had been watching from afar, desperately scraping for ways 
to reach out to. He saw cracks in Tomura’s skin, like some 
malignant infection creeping into his bloodstream. All For 
One—Tomura met his eyes and grinned, and to see such a 
familiarly sinister smile on such painfully familiar features 
made him feel suddenly and violently ill. He recoiled, closing 
his eyes and pressing his palms into his face, trying to dispel it 
before it made him physically sick. 


“How? How are you doing that?” he asked, his shoulders 
shaking. “Your quirks should be cancelled.” 


All For One laughed, a loud but hollow laugh. “My quirks? 
Whatever are you talking about, my dear?” 


“| know that’s how you do it. You force—you imprint images 
into people’s minds, you take away their will to fight by showing 
them their fears. You’ve done it to me before” 


“That is all true; however, | have not needed to do such a thing 
for quite some time,” All For One told him. “That is the power 
of anticipation and fear, Toshinori.” 


“That’s not possible,” Toshinori said hoarsely. It felt so real. 
There was no way it wasn’t some kind of quirk-induced 
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hallucination. 


“Have you studied trauma, Toshinori? Looked into what it can 
do to a person? In some ways, | am as much a part of you as 
| am of Tomura. Like the scars of past injuries, the actions 
of mine that haunt your waking nightmares will forever be 
imprinted in your mind. | don’t need to use a quirk on you; you 
need only see me, hear me speak to you, to see these things as 
clearly as if | showed them to you myself.” 


Toshinori shook his head, rubbed the bridge of his nose. It 
wasn’t true, it wasn’t possible. It was just another lie designed 
to get under his skin. No matter how bad his PTSD might be, to 
see it so vividly that it made him tangibly ill was unbelievable. 


“Perhaps you should speak to a therapist, my dear. You'll 
need it, to come to terms with the truth that your goal is dead 
on arrival. You will never erase me, not without destroying 
everything that means anything to you. Even then, my legacy 
will continue. In your life, in Tomura’s, in your successor’s, 
in the law itself.” All For One’s voice filled the space around 
him, and in that moment, Toshinori felt it. The heavy weight of 
despair in his chest, the knowledge that he was right, that his 
presence was a scar that would never heal, not just in himself 
but in the world. 


He stood up, done. Coming here, speaking to this man, it only 
ever left him feeling hollow and angry. He didn’t know why the 
Commission kept asking him to come; they never got anything 
useful out of him. 


“Leaving already?” All For One tilted his head to one side, and 
for a moment Toshinori could see red eyes and white hair, the 
visage that he himself had erased permanently. The eyes of 
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Lucifer himself, as beautiful and terrifying as a glacial crevasse. 
“But it gets so boring in here without you, my dear. Seeing you 
is the highlight of my week.” 


“| hope the isolation destroys you,” Toshinori said gruffly and 
turned away so he couldn’t see the bright smile on his face. 


“If you see Tomura, tell him to take care of himself for me,” All 
For One called at his back, and Toshinori shut the door firmly, 
collapsing against the steely corridor wall and covering his 
face, visibly trembling. I’m sorry, Nana, he said to himself, arms 
wrapping around his body. If All For One really was cultivating 
Tenko as some kind of replacement for his own body, his only 
hope was that Tenko’s death would be merciful. It was an awful 
burden to place on Izuku’s shoulders, and Toshinori would do 
it himself if only he could. 


All For One let his head fall back and smiled at the ceiling he 
couldn’t see. Yes, this body may wither and die, but he could 
rest easy knowing that the scars he inflicted on the world would 
forever remain. 


Ah, victory tasted sweet. 
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